176 "General Pilsudski, the new Commander-in-chief of the
Polish army." It was true, as he learned later, .the Coun-
cil of Regency had named him for this post in a Polish
cabinet.
A fortnight later, about eleven in the morning, as they
were finishing their walk in the garden, they heard the
bell ring at the entrance gate and after some parley two
civilians entered. One wore a rusty old hat, a red muffler,
an old, stained overcoat and high military boots; it was
Count Eessler.
"Gentlemen, you are free/' he began without any for-
mal greeting. "I am ordered by the Chancellor to accom-
pany you to Berlin. You leave for Warsaw at six o'clock.
Hurry up—there's not a moment to lose." He spoke dis-
connectedly. "Magdeburg is in revolt. A car is waiting
for you. Please take only the most necessary things. I
repeat once more, there's not a moment to be lost. Other-
wise I don't guarantee anything."
The Poles listened to his nervous speech coolly and
quietly. It was not the time to ask for explanations.
Without a word they went to their rooms. A train to
Warsaw late that afternoon. Before they could pack their
things, Eessler persistently asked them to hurry. He
apologized, but wouldn't hear of luggage; it might attract
the attention of the crowds demonstrating in the streets.
Sosnkowski threw some linen and his toilet articles
into an attach^ case. Pilsudski took his in a paper pack-
age. They were sorry to have to leave their maps, the
manuscript, their other papers, but Kessler was'now im-
patient. Months later part of these articles were returned
by the German government; the balance was stolen by
the mob that broke into the fortress half an hour after
they had left it.
Soldiers were gathering in the courtyard. They passed
through, almost running. There was something electric
in the atmosphere, like the unusual quiet just before a
storm. The guards at the entrance stared at the four men,

